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THE 


PROLOGUE, 
By Mr ADDISON. 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


J. ONG has a Race of Heroes fill d the Stage, 
That rant by Note, and through the Gumut rage: 
in Songs and Airs expreſs their martial Fire, | 
Combate in Trills, and in a Feuge expire; 
While lull d by Sound, and und, b by Wit, 
Calm and Screne you indolently ft; 
And from the dull Fatigue of Thinking free, 
Hear the facetious Fiddles Rei artie : | 
Our Home-ſpun Authors muſt forſake the Fi. lu, 
And Shakeſpear to the foft Scarlatti yie/d. 
To your new Tefte the Poct of this Day 
Was by a Fricnd — Ply: 
Had Valentini, muſically coy, 
Shun'd Phzdra's Arms, and ſcorn'd ive geſts 'd For 
It bad not mov'd your I an to bawe ſeen 
An Eanuch /y from an caaniorr'd Aue n 
How would it leaſe, Heul be in Engliſh Heal, 
And could Hippolitus re; in Greck ? 
But be, a Stranger to your Modiſb l av, 
Ey your old Rules , fland or fall to Day, 
Ard hopes you will your Fordign Tefie command, 
To bear, for once, with wwhot you unde Hand. 


4 5 


THE 


EPILOGUE 
By Mr. PRIOR. 
Spoken by Mrs. OL D'FTELD. 


11 to Night your Pity T implare 
For one who never troubled you before : 
An Oxford Man, extreamly read in Greek, 
And comes to Town to let ws Moderns know 
How Women low two thouſand Years ago. 
If that be all, ſaid L. &en barn your Play, 
I gad we know all that as well as they: © 
Show us the youthful handſome Charicteer, 
Nia in his Seat, and rum dis Carreer ; 
; Our Souls wwou'd kindle with as gen rumd Flames, 
As e er inſpir'd the ancient Grecian Dames : 
Evy Iſmena vn A refign ber Brea, 
And cw'ry dear Hippolitus be blef. 
But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders Mare: 
Are een as good as any two of theirs ; 
And if Hippolitus can but contrive | 
To buy the guilded Chariot, John cas drive. 
New of the Buſftle you have ſeen to Day, 
And Phzdra's Moral: in this Scholars Play; 
Something, at loft, in Fuftice fbou'd be ſaid, 
But this Hippolitus ſo All. one's He : 


Well! 
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The EPILOGUE. 
Well ! Phadra Bod as chaſth as foe A 
. bation eine fg, 
Her aukecard Lou, — 

. iv 10) Tue TOI; 5 3 
And yet that Scruple bad been laid afide, 

If bereft Theſeus bad but fairly : 

But when be came, wvbat needed be to know, 

Bay. that all Matters flood in Statu quo: 


ooo > 2 .. 4 


There vas mo harm, you ſee ; or grant there were, | 


She might evant Condaf, but be wanted Care. 

"Twas in a Huſband little ig than rude, 

Upon bis Wife s Retirement to intrude : 

He fbou'd have ſent a Night e before, 

vfes Sr eat com ard bs find ax Heer: 

Then he had turn all Tragedy to Jef, 

Found ry thing contribute to bis Re; 

The Picquet Friend difmiſs'd, the Cooft all clear, 

And Spouſe aloe, impatient for ber Dear. 
But if theſe gay Reflexions come too late 

To keep the guilty Plundra from ber Fate, 

The dire Efe of ber unhappy Flame : 

Yet, ye chafle Matrens, and ye tender Fair, 

Let Lowe and Imncence engage your Car: ; 

My ſpotleſs Flames to your Protefion tak, 

And ſpare poor Phaedra for Iimena's ſake. 
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Phedea, Theſin's Queen, in Love with 
kee. 1 
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ACT. L SCENE 43 


| Graz, Is chere.not-Guule, whew lately join'd in 
o have the King ber Huſband call'd jo War ? | 
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u Cou'd ſhe not glut his Hopes wich Wealth and 
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That 


Exit Crat. 
He 


and Widow ; 
hile his Son, 


Youth. 


” 
In 


Guards.—I fear Hippolitz:. 


! for what? 
and 
t Pride, 


» 
there's Danger — — 2 


He hites Fluterers, | 


et his Love ? 
fil'd her Arms. 4. 8 
at his very Name. 
ſhe hate the Prince ſhe needs muſt fear; 
fiery, youthful and belov'd ; 


2 the Men, his Form the Women ; 


ht have 


GS with equal 
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* Crown with Phedra's Son. 


a happy Mother, 


JJ old Theſeus ? 
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honeſt Fool, that loves and hates, 
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ſhrinks and trembles 
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brave, he's 


Honour, 


Reward bs Valor yet 


a bis How woes rod 


An open 
And yet more Fool to own it. 
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Can ftill your Goodneſs conquer all your Wrong ? 


Are you not robb'd of your Athenian Crown ? 
Was not your Royal Father Pallas ſlain, 


crackling Wood, 
And bubbles to the brim ; ev'n then moſt waſting, 
When moſt it ſwells. 
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Burſt from her. trembling Lips, and eaſe the tortur d Maid. 
But Ph£dra comes, ye Gods, how pale, bow weak! 
Ser 


— and Attendants. „A: * 


Phed. Stay, Virgins, Hay, 1'll reſt my weary Steps; 
My Strength forſakes me, and my dazled Eyes 
Abe with the fl Light, my looſenjd Knees 
Sink under their dull Weight, ſupport me, Lycen. 

Alas! I faint. 
* Lyc. Afford her Eaſe, kind Heas''n ! 

Phed. Why blaze theſe Jewel round my wretched Hcad 
Why all this labour d f Dreſs, 1 
Why flow theſe wanton. rls in artful Rings? ; 2af 
Take, ſnatch em hence, Alas „ 

To heap new Sorrows on my tortut d Soul: 
All, all conſpire to make your Queen unhapp 


-4 
Th 
1/m. This voa requir'd, and to the pleaſi E Ta Th 
Call'd your oficious Maids, and urg'd their Art; Th 
You bid 'em lead you from yon hideous Darkneſs Te 
To the glad chearing Day, yet now avoid it, Hi 
And hate the Light you fought. 1 
'  Phed. Oh! my [ycon! | Fe 
Oh! how I long to lay my weary. Head Tt 
On tender flow'ry Beds and ſpringing Graſs, M: 
To ſtretch my l.imbs beneath the ſpreading Shades 
Of venerable Oaks, to flake my Thirſt To 


With the cool Nectar of refreſhing Springs. 
Ly-. IU footh her Frerzy. Come, Phedro, let's away, 
Let's to the Woods, and Lawns, and Limpid Streams. 
Phed. Come, let's away, and thou moſt bright Dian, 
Goddeſs of Woods, immortal, chaſte Piana, 
Goddeſs prefiding o'er the rapid Race, ? 
Place me, O place me in the. duſty Ring, | 
Where youthful Chariotcers contend for Glory 3 
See how they mount and ſtake the flowing Reins, - 
See from the Goal the ſery Courſers — 
Now they ſtrain panting up the ſtecpy Hill, 
Now ſweep along its 1'op, now neigh along the Ve, £ 
How the Car rattles, how uus kindling Wheels * 
Smoak in the Whirl ! The circling Sand aſcends, 
And in the noble Duſt the Chatior's loſt. 


L | Lyc. 


my Tyron / ah! what ſaid I ? 


Lyc. "in, Modem! 
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| Phed. What ſhall I fay, malicious cruel Pow'rs ? 
| O where ſhall I begin? G cruel Yenus / 
| How fatal Love has been to all our Race ! 


Lyc. Forget it, Madam, let it die in Silence. 


My Blood runs backward, and my . 
3 'n! | 
Why was I ham with ford « Seutoof Virwns, 


Y ed td wad ac 4a i. cu 


The Jy Henne ——— 
oler — 
— — 

or ev'n pr me. 

Dec. Hippolitus ! 

Phed. Who's be that names Hipelius ? 

Ah! I'm betray'd, and all my Guilt diſcover'd, 
Oh! give me Poiſon, — II not live, nor bear it ; 


II ſtop my Breath. 
I. I'm loſt, but what's that Loſs ! 
H is loſt, or loſt to me : 


Yet ſhou d her Charms prevail upon his Soul, 
Shou'd e be falſe, 1 we'd not with him ll 
With my lat parting Rveath I'd bleſs my Lord ; 
Ther. in ſome lonely deſart Place expire, - 
Whence my unhappy Death ſhall never reach bim, 
Left it ſhou'd wound his Pence, or damp bis Joys. .. 
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His kindling Cheeks with Purple Beauties glow'd, 
His lovely ſparlcling Eyes ſhot Martial Fires, 
Oh Godlike Form ! Oh Extaſy and Tranſport ! 
My Breath grew ſhort, my beating Heart ſprung upward, 
And leap'd and bounded in my heaving Poſom. 
Alas, I'm pleas'd, the horrid Story 
No more—That Night with Fear and Love I fick'n'd. 
Oft I receiv'd his fatal charming Viſits ; 
Then wou'd he talk with ſach an heav'aly Grace, 
Look with ſuch dear Compaſſion on my Pains, | 
That I cou'd with to be fo fick for ever. 
Arup my greedy Eyes, my thirſty Soul, 
Drank in the dear delicious Foiſon, 
Till I was loſt, quite loſt in4mpious Love: 
And ſhall I drag an execrable Life ? | 
And ſhall I hoard up Guilt, and treaſure Vengeance ? 

Lyc. No; labour, ftrive, ſubdue that Guilt and live. 

Phed, Did I not labour, ſtrive, All ſeeing Pow'rs! 
Did I not weep and pray, implore your Aid? 
Burnt Clouds of Incenſe on your loaded Altars? 
Oh! I call'd Heav'n and Earth to my Afliſtance, 
All the ambitious Thirſt of Fame and Empire, 
And all the honeft Pride of conſcious Virtue : 
I ſtruggl'd, rav'd ; the new. born Paſſion reign'd | 
Almighty in its . 5 15 

cer try 
To gain his Lined * 
Fhrd. Avert ſuch Crimes, ye Pow'rs ! 

No, to avoid his Love I ſought his Hatred; 
I wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd him Gom Crete, 
I ſent him, drove him ſrom my longing Sight : 
In vain I drove him, for his Tyraut Form 
Reign'd in my Heart, and dwelt before my Eyes; 
If to the Gods I pray d, the very Vows 


I made to Heav'n, were by my erring Tongue 


Spoke to #Hippo/irus. If, I try d to 
Straight to my drowzy Eyes my reſtleſs Fancy 
Brought back his fatal Form, and curſt my Slumber. 
Lyc.. Firſt let me try to melt. him into Love. 
\ Phed, No; did his hapleſs „ eee = 
I wou'd refuſe the Bliſs 1 moſt defir'd, 
Conſult my Fame and facrifice my Life. 


Yes, 


es, 
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Yes, I wou'd die, Heaven knows, this very Moment, 
Rather than wrong my Lord, my Huſband 7 he/exs. 

Lyc. Perhaps that Lord, that Huſband is no more ; 
He went from Crete in haſte, his Army thin, 


To meet the numerous Troops of fierce Moloſ5an: ; 


Yet tho' he lives, while ebbing Life decays, 
Think on your Son. 
. Phad. Alas; that ſhocks me, 
O let me ſee my young one, let me ſnatch 
A hafty Farewel, a laſt dying Kiss. 
Yet ſtay, his Sight will melt my juſt Reſolves; 


But oh 1 ory 
mo a thong 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meg. Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you muſt know: Your Royal Huſband's dead. 
Phed. Dead! Oh ye Fow'rs! ?! 
Lyc. O fortunate Event ! 
Then Earth-born Lycon may aſcend the Throne, 
Leave to his happy Son the Crown of Fove, 


And be ador'd like him. [Ad.] Mourn, mourn, ye 


Cretans, 
Since he is dead whoſe Valour ſav'd your Iſle, 
Whoſe prudent Care with flowing Plenty crown'd 
wal reading Subjects; as your tow'ring da 
Wi 


Oaks, and with deſcending Streams, 
Shades er yes. arg Her h by rr ny 


Say, how he dy'd. He dy'd 

Me | as Theſeus ought, 
In Battle dy'd ; en Shan Ribs. 
That ruſhing on fought next his Royal Perſon, 
That ſaw his thund'ring Arm beat Squadrons down, 
Sau / the great Rival of A/cides fall: 
Theſe Eyes beheld his well-known Steed, beheld 


A proud Barkeries gliitring in his Arms, 


Encumber d with the 


Phd. Is he then dead 
Is my mack inj ur'd Lord, my Tbeſeus, dead? 


And don't I ſhed one Tear upon his Urn! 


What! 
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1 
Say I conkine him 1———- If the dies he's Safe 
if the lives, - I'll work ker raging Mind. = 


Woman fcorn'd with Eaſe I'l. to V 3 
3 - 
The baffi's Pilets tare the Helms in wains 
car the Shniy avay, 
the Clipe 2 


1 Tue End of the Firſt AQ 
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'Oh ! you'd confeſs me not unkind, 
own thoſe Ills did moſt deſerve your Pay, 
Which moſt procur'd your Hate. * 1 
mien ths Rene Goode of Then ma 
My Queen, my Mother ? F * 
Phed. Why your Queen and Mother? 

More humble Ties ſuit my loſt Condition. | 


Pu DNA ond HiePoLITUs. 13 
And with Compaſſion view her helpleſs Orphan ! 
e 11 ded him with my Li - ++ 0 

Hip. Oh; 2 2 
If I don't pay him all a Stave's Obedience, 
And all a Father's Love. 
Oh doubtful Sounds ! oh vain deceitful Hopes ! 
My Grief's much eas'd by this Goodneſs. 
Death ? He's not dead! he lives, be breathes, he ſpeaks, 
He lives in you, he's preſent to my Eyes, 
And all my Folly's known. 

Hip. Oh! ious Folly ! 

See Theſcus, fee, how 

Phed. Love him, indeed ! dote, iſh, die for him. 
Forſake my Food, my Sleep, all Joys for Th-/eus. 
But Theſexs, as he was, when mantling Blood, 
Glow'd in his lovely Cheeks ; when bu bright Eye 


Would he receive him to his dear Protection, 
Heav'ns dart your Judgments 
Phed. A Father's Love ! 
And Theſeus' Death fits lighter on my Soul : 
I ſee him, ſpeak to him. My Heart ! I rave, 
much your hedra lov'd you. 
(But not that . venerable 7 beſcus,) 
Sparkl'd with youthful Fires; when ev'ry 


in the Father, which now crowns the Son ; 
When Theſcus was Hippolitcs. 


Hip. Ha! Amazement ſtrikes me, 
Where will this end? 


. Lye. let difficult to gueſs ? 
Does not her flying Paleneſs that but now 
Sat cold and langad in her fading Check, 
(Where now ſucceeds a momentary Luſtre,) 
as Lads te do 
AL all eo leren Fhede 1 


Taat firſt inſpir d the black inceſtuo is Flame, 
Tacſe Ears, that heard the Tale of impious Love, 
4 . B 
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Are all accurſt, and all deſerve your Thunder. 

„ Kenn 25s oY 
: By thy Goddeſs, by the chaſte Diana, 

Nas but my firſt, my much lov'd Lord Ar/amnes, 

Was e'er receiv'd in theſe unhappy Arms. 

No! For the Love of thee, of thoſe dear Charms, 

Which now 1 ſee are doom'd to be my Ruin, 
Iſtill deny'd my Lord, my Huſtand 7 heſexs, 

The chaſte, the modeſt Joys of ſpotleſs Marriage; 

That drove him hence to War, to ſtormy Seas, 

To Rocks and Waves leſs cruel than his Pedra. 
Hip. If that drove Theſcus hence, then that kill'd The- 


Sens, 

And cruel PB kill'd her Huſband Theſeus. 

Phed. Forbear, raſh Youth, nor dare to rouſe my Ven- 

You need not urge, nor tempt my ſwelling Rage 

With black Reproachc<, Scorn and Provocation, 

To do a Deed my Reaſon would abbor. 

has the Secret ſtruggled in my Breaſt, 

Long has it rack d and rent my tortur'd Boſom ; 

But now tis out. Shame, Rage, Confuſion tear 

And drive me on to act unheard of Crimes, 

To murther thee, myſelf, and all that know it. 

As when Convulfions cleave the lab'ring Earth, 

Before the diſmal Yawn appears, the Ground 

Trembles and heaves, the nudding Houſes craſh ; 

He's ſaſe, who from the dreadfu} Warning flies, 

Bat he that ſees its open ing Boſom dies. [Exzt. 
Hip. Then let me take the Warning and retire ; 

I'd rather truſt the rough 1:2ian Waves, 

Than Woman's percer Rage. 

Iſmena fravs le elf, liftning. 
Be. Alas! my Lord, 

You muſt not leave the Queen to her Deſpair 
lip. Malt vr? Few the? From hr vil tart Lc « 
He. Yes: From that Lycon who derives his _ 

From Phedre's Race, and now would guard her 

Then, Sir, forbear, 7 

And in her faithful Slave obey the Queen. 


[Enter Guard;. 1 
With 
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ith Gn Beſs it may not ſeem Confinement, 
R 
Hip. So, Confinement is 
The Honour Crete beſtows on Teens Son. 
Am I confin'd? And is't ſo foon | 
your Kingdom ? 


When fierce Arm o'er-ran 
When your Streets echo'd with the Crics of Orphans, 
Look | nn - - brand Shrines, 
When all your Palaces and lofty Towers 


you 
And do you now confine the Hero's Son ? 

Lyc. Take not an eaſy ſhort Confinement ill, 
Which your own Safety and the Queen's requires ; 
But fear not ought from one that joys to ſerve you. 

Hip. O, I didain thee, Traitor, but not fear thee, 
Nor will I hear of Services from Lycom. 

Thy very Looks are Lies, eternal Falſhood 
Smiles in thy 


Why through the treubFd Streets of frighted Gn 
Do Bucklers, Helms and poliſh'd Armor blaze ? 
Why ſounds the dreadful Din of inftant War ? 
Whiltt ſtill the Foe's unknown. 
Lye. Then quit thy Arts. 
Put off the Stateſman and reſume the Judge. [Afide. 
Thou P/ teas, fhift thy + arious Forms no more, 
But boldly own the God. That Foe's too near. 


Te Hip, 
The Queen's — and your 2 


Diſturb all Crete, and eka 
Hip. Gods ! Dares a Monarch's Son ? 
ak 


1 
Was it for this my God-like Father 
| — guns” ye Cretens, 
| 2 See 
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os hire peer a the Succeſſor of Mines, 
And Heir of Fove. 


Tyr. You may as well provoke 

That Jeve you worthip, as this Slave you ſcorn. 

Go ſeize, Almeon, Nicias, and all 

The black Abettors of his impious 

Now o'er thy Head th" 

For know on me depends thy i 

Then learn (proud Prince) to 

And if thou chink'R of Lie, o 
Hip. Then free from Fea 

Wanne 


Since he dares brave ny Rage, the Danger's near. 
The timorous Hounds that hunt the generous Lyon 
rnb; ny 1p en 

But when he in th' 
I: ſult the dying 


With all your Charms to viſit my Diſtreſs ; 
Soften my Chains, and make Confinement caſy. 
Is it then giv'n me to behold thy Beauties! 
Thoſe bluſhing Sweets, thoſe lovely — 
To preſs, to ſtrain thee to my 
And grow thus to my Love ! What's 
What's Fame or Greatneſs? Take em, 
Freedom and Fame, — 44 —— 
Encloſe me thus for ever. 

1/m. O Heppel 
O I could ever dwell in this Conſnement! 
Nor wiſn for while I behold my Lord; 
But yet that With, that only Wiſh is vain, 
When my hard Fate thus forces me to beg you, 
Drive from your Godlike Soul a wretched Maid : 
Tr 7.9 r 

our Arms Imperial Para, 
la | 

Hip. Not think of cher? 
What ! Part, for ever Furt! Unkind Lena: 
Oh] can you think that Death is half ſo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, and live without thee ? 


Heart, 
— — p 
em, Phedra, 


Say, 


—_—_ — 8 
rr ERP prin. 
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Say, ſhould I quit thee, ſhould T turn to P | 
Say, could t thou bear it? Could thy tender. Soul 
Endure the Torment of defpairing Love, 
rr 

I/m. Think not of me: my 
May ary w bear the Fn the Gove all me. | 
Yet would you hrar me: cou'd ov*d T/mena 
With all hr Clare ver ydle your fallen — 
You yet might live, nor leave the poor 1/mena. 

Hip. Speak, if 1 Lu ready to obey.” 


1 
af 


in 
: 
: 


F 


f 


E 


1/m. She means to lead you in the Road of Fate; 
She means to die with one ſhe can't preſerve. 


B 3 Yet 
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Yet when you ſee me upon the Earth, 
This once Jov'd F — horrible in 


orm 
ar” wy 7 wiſh you'd fav'd me. 


Cho. Die ! Does 1/mexs then reſolve to die! 


J/m. Can I then live ? Can I, who lov'd fo well 


To part with all my Bliis to ſave my Lover ? 

Oh! can I drag a wretched Life without him, 
And ſee avotker revel in bis Arms? 

Oh! tis in Death alone I can have Comfort ? 


Euter Lycon. 


Lyc. What a Reverſe is this? Perfidious Boy, 
Is this thy Truth? Is this thy boaſted Honour ? 


Then all are Rogues alike : I never thought 
22 and that one deceives me. 


_—_ and now the Prince is ſafe 
From the ſure V of deipairing Love. 


aca e mae 
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Enter Hippolitus. 
Hip that | 
Why do ? Why flow your Swelling Eyes, 
Thoſe Eves that us'd with Joy to vi 


Im. My Lord, my Soul is charm'd with your Succels ; 
You know, my Lord, my Fears are but for you, 
For your dear Life; and fince my Death alone 
Can make you ſafe, That ſoon ſhall make you happy. 
l ght leſs Love to Phedra's Arms, 


Phedra ! 


But tho you've been thus cruelly unkind, 
Tho yoa have left me for the Royal 


Yet ftill my Soul o'er-runs with Fondneſs t'wards You, 
Yet ſtill I die with Joy to ſave 


Hippalitus. 
Hip. Die to fave me Could 1 outlive i/mene ? 
Jin. Yes, you'd outlive ber in your Phedra's Arms, 
Ard may you there find ev ry Pleaſure ; 
Oh, may the Gods ſhow'r Blefings on thy Head ! 


Weakneſs. 
Hip. Deceive thee! Why, Jena, „ 
Why doubt my Faith ? O lovely, cruel Maid ! | 
n 
Oh ! by thoſe charming Eyes, by thy dear Love, 
I neither thought Cs LET Foods 
To love, 22 


your | 
Hip. Your Death! My Love! Ln —_—_ * to 
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V. Speak 
My honeſt Soul inclines me to believe thee 3 | 
And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrong'd thee. 
Hip. Then thus. 1 but fearce of 


I/mena. 
n Tho art, Oh pardon me, 
Pardon the Errors of a filly Maid, 
Wild with her Fears, nd bind wht be; 
For ſtill that Fear, that Jealouſy was Love. 
Haſte then, my Lord, and fave yourſelf by Flight ; 
And when you're abſent, when your Godl:ke Form 
— — Shot Bros, 
Then let each Day, each Hour, each Minute bring 
Some kind Remembrance of your conſtant Love; 
Speak of your Heaith, your Fortune, and your Friends, 
[For ſure thoſe Friends dal baue my tender I Wiſhes) - 
Speak much of all; but of thy dear, dear Love, 
Speak much, ſpeak very much, and ſtill ſpeak on. 
Hip. Oh! thy dear Love ſhall ever be my Theme, 
Of that alone [I'll talk the live long Day; 
But thus I'll talk, thus dwelling in thy Eyes, 
Taſting the Odours of thy fragrant Boſom. 
Come then to crown me with immortal Joys, 
Come, be the kind Companion of my Flight, 
Come hafte with me to leave this fatal Shore, 
The Bark before prepar'd for my Departure 
Expects its Freight, a hundred luſty Rowers 
Have wav'd their finewy Arms, and call'd Higgolitas A 
The — Cine acute with the Wind, 
And the Sea whitens with auſpicious Gales. | 
Im. Fly then, my Lord, and may the Gods protefi thee ; 
Fly, e er inſidious Iycon work thy Ruin; 
Fly, e'er my Fondneſs talk thy Life away: 
29 
Hip. But nat from my Hiuans. | 
Why do you force me from your heav'nly Sighhtt. 
6—— — tha, 
1. 
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So when bright Venus »þ ber Charms, 
The bleff Adonis lang in ber Arms ; 
His idle Horn on Myrtle: Bang, 

His Arrows ſeatter'd, and bis Bow unfirung : 
Obſcure in Coverts lie bis dreaming Howund:, 
And Bay the fanty'd Boar with feeble Sounds, 
For nobler Sports be quits the ſavage Field, 
And all the Hero to the Lover yields. 


ales on his native Iſle ; for Phedra lives, 
ſtor d to Crete, and to berſelf, ſhe lives ; 


nd paint i 
| - hy the beauteous Phedra comes. 


Enter Phedra. 


Ar | fave hai entiant Brams 
onfeſs their Anceſtor the Sun 

our Charms to Day will wound delpiring Crowds, 
nd the Pains you ſuffer d: Nay, H. 
he the brave, th' inſenſible 
h r 


in his turn adore 
Phed. "Tis Flatt'ry all ; 
et when you name the Prince, dat Flae'ry'splaing, 


Yog 


— — "_ — 
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You wiſh it ſo, poor good old Man, you with it. 


The fertile Province of 's thine ; 
Is there ought elſe? Has happy Phedra ought, 
In the wide Cirde of her far firetch'd Empire ? 


1 ſecure of no Repulſe. 


Wreaths to Heav'n, to pitying Heav'n, 
to Phedra's Arms. 


Say, where's the Prince ? 
Meß. He's no where to be found. 
Phed. Perhaps he hunts. 
Me. He hunted not to Day. 
Phed. Ha! Have you ſearch'd the Walks, the Court“ 
the Temples ? | 
. Search'd all in vain. 
Phed. Did he not hunt to Day ? 
Alas ! you told me once before he did not : 


Lyc. So indeed doth mine. 
Phæd. Cou'd be deceive me? Cou'd that Godlike 
Youth 
Defign the Ruin of a Queen that loves him ? 
Oh! he's all Truth, his Words, his Looks, his Eyes 
Open to view his inmoſt Thoughts. He comes ! 
Ha! Who art thou? Whence com'ft thou ? Where's Hip- 
politus ? 
MS. Madam, Hippolitus with fair 1/mena 
Drove t'ward the Port. | 


oUrt*.. 


dlike, 


Hip- 


bid. 
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| Phed. With fair Jimena ! 
Card be dn curk her Charms, 


* 
one warm'd with Youth, and Thirſt of 


Glory, | 
D l a Form, a Crown like mine? 
Lyc. mo Lycon, where was then thy boaſted Cun- 


Dull, Wretch ! 
thug Phed. O Pains unfelt before ! 
The Grief, Def; the Agonies, and Pangs, 
All the wild F —_ diſtracted Love, 
Are nought to this. Say, famous Politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firſt Paſſion riſe ? 
Where did they breathe their Sighs ? What ſhady Groves? 
What gloowy Woods conceal'd their hidden Loves ? 
Alas ! They hid it not, the well pl-as'd Sun 
With all his Beams {urvey'd their guiltleſs Flame; 
Glad Zephyrs wafted their untainted Sighs, 
And Ida he'd their endearing Accents. 
While I, the Shame of Nature, hid in 
Far from the balmy Air and cheering Light, 
Preſt down my Sighs, and dry'd my falling Tears, 
Searcht a Retreat to mourn, and watcht to grieve. 

Lyc. Now ceaſe that Grief, and let your injur d Love 
Contrive due Vengeance; let Majeltick Phedra, 
That lov'd the Hero, ſacrifice the Villain. 
Then haſte, ſend forth your Miniſters of V | 
To ſnatch the Traytor from your Rival's Arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful Preſence. 

Pbæd. O rightly thought Diſpatch th* attending 

4 8 Ps 

id them bring forth their Inſtruments of Death ; 
— Engines, Flames, and lanch into the Decp, 


And 
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And hurl ſwift Vengeance on the per;jur'd Slave. | 
Where am I, Gods ? What it my f commands ? 


Ev'n now he's ? Ev'n now the tim'd Oars 
With ſounding divide the fpatkling Waves, 


Now they embrace, and ardent Love enflames 


Crat. Sir, as I went to ſeize the Perſons order'd 
I met the Prince, and with him fair Jen; 
I feiz'd the Prince, who now attends without. 
Phad. Haſte, bring him in. 
Lyc. Be quick and ſeize Jimena. 


Enter Hippolitus. 


Phed. Cou'dſt thou deceive me? Cou'd a Son of 
Theſcus 
to ſo mean, ſo baſe a Vice as Fraud? 
Nay, act ſuch monſtrous Perfidy, yet ſtart 
From promis d Love; 
Hip. ly Tock Ts Pons. 

Phed. But yet your equivocating Tongue, 
| Your Looks, your Eyes, your ev'ry Motion promis d. 
But you are ripe in Frauds, and learn'd in Falſhoods. 
Look down, O T heſexs, and behold thy Son, 
As Sciron faithleſs, as Procruftes cruel. 
Behold the Crimes, the Tyrants, all the Monſters, 
From which thy Valour purg'd the groaning Earth : 
Behold them all in thy own reviv'd. 

Hip. Touch not my Glory, left you tain your own ; 
J till have ftrove to make my glorious Father 
Bluſh, yet rqoice to ſee hi outdone ; 
To mix my Parents in my lineal Virtues, 
As Th:ſeus juſt, and as Camilla chaſte. 

Phed. The Godlike Tbeſeus never was thy Parent. 


No, twas ſome M Ce an Drudge, 
Cle: = the Se VE nm, 


Begot 
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thee, Traytor, on the chaſte Camilla. 
C:mi/la chaſte! An Amazon and chaſte ! | 
That quits ber Ser, and yet retains her Virtue. 
See the chaſte Matron mount the neighing Stecd ; 
In ſtrict Embraces lock the ſtrugling Warrior, 
And chooſe the Lover in the fturdy Foe. 


Enter Meſſenger, and feems to talk carmefily with Lycon. 


Hip. No; ſhe refus'd the Vows of Godlike Theſexs, 
And choſe to ſtand his Arms, not meet his Love; 
And doubtful was the Fight. The wide Thermodoon 
Heard the huge Stroaks reſound, its frighted Waves 
Convey d the ratt ling Din to diftant Shores, 
Whilſt ſhe alone ſupported all his War: 

Nor till ſhe ſank beneath his thund'ri 
Beneath which, warlike Nations bow'd, wou'd yield 
To honeſt wiſht for Love. 

Phed. Not fo her Son ; 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden 
On one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe to thy Father's Perſon and his Blood ; 
Hated by him, of Kindred yet more hated, 
The laſt of all the wicked Race he ruin'd. 
In vain a fierce ſucceſſive Hatred reign'd 
n like Cadwur” Race, 
With mingl'd Blood they dy'd the ing Earth. 

ogg — — Laponnh 

We, like the Theban Race, agree to I ove, 
And by our mutual Flames and future OF-ſpring, 
Atone for Slaughter paſt. 
Phed. Your future Off ſpring. 
Heav'ns ! What a Medly's this ? What 
Of Blood and Death, of Murder and Relation ? 
What Joy t had been to old diſabled Thecus, 
When he ſhould take the Off-ſpring in his Aras ? 
Ev'n in his Arms to hold an Infant Pallas, 


And be upbraided with his Grandfire's Fate. 
Oh barb'rous Youth ! 

Lyc. Too barbarous I fear. 1 
Perhaps ev'n now his Faction's up in Arms, 


And 
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And rend the City with tamultgovs Clamours ! 
Perhaps to murder Phedre and ber Sonn. 
And give the Crown to him and his Se 


But I'll prevent it. tu = 


Phed. What | the kind | 
That nvrs'd me, watch'd my Sickneſs ! Oh the watch'd me, 
As rav*nous Vultures watch the dying Lion, 
To tear his Heart, and riot in his Blood. 
Hark ! Hark my little Infant cries for Juſtice ! 
Oh! Be appeas'd my Babe, thou ſhalt have Juſtice. 
Now all the Spirits of my Godlike Race 
Enflame my Soul, and urge me on to Vengeance. 
Arſe mnes, Minas, Jove, th' avenging Sun 
Inſpire my Fury and demand my Juſtice. 
Oh ! you ſhall have it; thoa, Minas, ſhalt applaud it; 
Yes, thou ſhalt copy it in their Pains below. 
Gods of Revenge ariſe. He comes ; He comes ! 
And inoots himſelf thro' all my kindling Blood. 
I have it here. Now baſe perhdious Wretch, 
Now figh, and weep, and tremble in thy Turn. 
Yes, your //menn ſhall appeaſe my Vengeance. 
Iſmens dies: And thou her pitying Lover 
Doom'd her to Death.—Thou too ſhalt ſee her bleed; 
See her convolfive Pangs, and hear her dying Groans : 
Go, glut thy Eyes with thy ador'd nen,, 
And laugh at dying /'bz&ra ! 
Hip. Oh Jfmena ! | 
I/m. Alas; My tender Soul wou'd ſhrink at Death, 
Shake with its Fears, and firk beneath its Pains, 
In any Cauſe but this. But now I'm ſteel d, 
And the near Danger leſiens to my Sight. 
Now, if | live, tis only for Fiipge. but, 
And with au equal Joy I'll die to ſave him. 
Yes, for his Sake I'll go a willing Shade, 
And wait his coming in th' E, Fields, 
And there enquire of each deſcending Ghoſt 
Of my lov'd Hero's Welfare, Life, and Honour, 
That dear Remembrance will improve the Bliisz 
n 
715. 


Let your Rage fall on this devated 

Bat {| oh! fpare a guiltleſs Virgin's Life: 

Think of her Youth, her Innocence, her Virtne ; 
Think, with what warm C ſhe bemoan'd you; 


10S 


"4 
SEE 


Condemn the Virtue which her Soul admires? 
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His. Oh beav'aly- Virgin {46.) ID Find, 
; 


Think, how ſhe ferv'd and watch'd you in your Sicknek ! 


Phed. Am I that Phedra ? No. Another Soul 


* 


7 height of Joy, 
Above the Wreck of Clouds and Storms below, 
To daſh and break me on the Ground for ever ? 


Tim: 
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im. Was it not Time to urge him to Compliance ? 
At leaſt to feign it, when Lycos 
Confin'd his Perſon, and conſpir'd his Death. 

_ Phed. Confn'd and doom d to Death————O c 


Deus ! 
Cou'd 1 have doom'd thy Death ——Cov'd theſe fad Eye 
That low d thee living e er behold thee dead ? 


Elſe cou'd you chuſe to truſt the warring 

The ſwelling Waves, the Rocks, the faithleſs Sands, 
And all the raging Monſters of the 
Oh ! Think you ſee me on the naked 
Think Low | ſcream and tear my fcatter'd Hair ; 


J 
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From Aſia's Neck, — 1; by - wookdy 


That valling Nations may eboy your 0+ 
And your 
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refuſe my Crown ?———O, cruel Youth ! 
the Pain that my tortur'd Soul ! 
the dear deceitful Hopes you gave me, 
ſe, at leaſt once more delude my Sorrows ; 
— —IiD— Honour; 
3, bor now [guce my Soul 0 Death: 
zu I'd quit my Crown, and ſtoop 
appy Bo - »— » +; nn 
thee 1'd climb the ſteepy Idas Summit, 
—_—_— — Dews, 


roftitute her Crown and Sex's Honour, 
de whoſe humble Thoughts can only riſe 
> your Slave, not Lord ? 

Phed. And is that all : 
Does he deign to force an artful Groan ? 
Ua Tear from his unwilling Eve“. 
as his native Rocks, cold as his Sword, 
as the Wolves that howl'd around his Birth } 
ates the Tyrant, and the ſcorns. 
av'n! O Mins! O imperial Joe ! 
e not bluſh at my Weakneſs ! 
e lazy, mean, Paſſion fly ; 
n ey 26d iT ns, hs hed Gar aver; 
Heav'n inſpires my Thoughts with righteous Ven- 


on ona Weakneſs. 


Catches = her 


2 and myſelf, 27. 


Enter Lycon, and fache axvey the Sword. 


c. Horror on Horror ! The u is return'd. 
ed. T beſens : Then what have I to do with Life ? 


May 


PPP 


3 N. 


' Where have you been, my Lord? What 
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May I be ſnatch'd with Winds, by Earth o'erwhelm' 
Rather than view the Face of injur'd TH - 


New wider fill my growing Horrors Jyread, 
V Fame, Virtue, nay, my Freny's fled: - 
T hen wiew thy wrdatchd Blood, Ok Jove! 
if Crimes enrage you, or Misfortunes mae; 
On me your Flames, on me your. Bolts employ, 
Me if your Aager ſhares, . 


He. This may do Service yet. 
[Exit Lycon, carries off the 

Hip. Is he return d? Thauks w n 
Shall 1 pabehe mo} olÞ 


again 
hen 1 fone 
for Phedea 


angry Den 
FE ET ar yellow | 
not net Ho 1 monftr, 


ion Pr 


indulge -- 
A Father's Fond; let we danch thee mas, 


- 
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| thee in wy Arms. ear +>» brace 

7 Embraces Hippolitus. 
& 1 fay thy Mother, chaſte Camila: 
h ſhe lov'd me. —QOh! Did Veda view me 
that Fondneſs Bui ſhe's ſtill unkind ; 
Joy had brought her to theſe Arms, 
me me to: Liberty,” to Life; 
bs L's Wing, Came, my Son, 
Phedra. 

Hip. Pardon me, my Lord. 

Forget her former reatment ; ſhe's too 
erſiſt in Hatred to my Son. good 
21! Let we By ram Cure, ——From you, [{fide. - 
nd Phedra. 1 
My Son, what meats this turn? This ſudden dart? 
uld you fly from Crete, and from your Father ? 
Not from my Father, but from lazy Crere ; 
w Danger, and acquire Renown ; 


| the Monkers that eſtap'd your Sword, 5.290. hy 

ce the World canfeſs me 7 lg Son. | 2 

What can this Coldneſs mean? Retire, my Son, © 
Exit Hippolitus. 

anchd the Gebe Gad b 6 


mble thus my Limbs? Why faints my Heart? 
2 I thrill'd with Fear, till now unknown ? 
=_ Go the Extaſy, and Tranſport, 

my Soul, and urg'd me on to Phedra ? 
rp — ler her, COVERT, 


cnt Jy dodiepifiterc octen 
is the Bliſs, _—_ 
jen the Nile its fg A. 

ral Heat informs its ſlimy 
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ACT w. 
Enter Lycon ſolu. 


Lyc. HIS may 


bark'd, 


gain Time till all my Wealth' 
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ds! cruel Gods ! Can't all my Pains atone, 
leſs they reach my Infant's guiltleſs Head ! 
loſt Eftate ! When Life's ſo ſharp a Torment, 
d Death itſelf can't caſe ! Aﬀiſt me, Lycor, 
vile, Comfort to my troubled Soul. 


m with your Eyes. 
Phed. Impoſſible | What wooe him with theſe Eyes, 
wet with Tears that low'd-———But not for Thr/cus ? 
iis Tongue ſo ud to ſound another Name? 

hat! Take him to my Arms! Oh awful June / 

mch, Love, Careſs him While my wand'ring Fancy 
| other Odects ſtrays ? A lewd Adultrefs 

the chaſte Bed? And in the Father's Arms, 

h horrid Thought ! Oh execrable Inceſt !) 

'n in the Father's Arms embrace the Son? 

Ly:. Yet you muſt ſee him, leſt impatient Love 
ou'd urge his Temper to too nice a ſearch, 
id ill tim'd Abſence ſhould diſcloſe your Crime. 
Phd. Cou'd I when preſent to his awful Eyes, 
nceal the wild Diſorders of my Soul? 


„ 
{ 


- + — — ——_ 
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Hur by the Hand of 


The Guilt, the Danger, and-the Labour mine. 
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The Youth, the very Author of my Crimes, — 

Ev'n he ſhall tell the Fault himſelf inſpir d; 

The fatal Eloquence that charm'd my Soul 

Shall laviſh all its Art to my Deſtruction. 
Lye. Oh he will tell x all ——Deftrnſion ſive him. 

With ſeeming Gri aggravating Pity, 

And more to blacken, — ; *— 

Falſe Tears ſhall wet his Eyes, 

. ak 

Then T. Ho will Indignation ſwell 

His mighty Heart? How his majeſtick Frame 

Will ſhake with Rage too fierce; too ſwift for vent? 

How he'll expoſe you to the publick Scomn, 

And loathing Crowds ſhall murmur out their Horror? 

Thea the fierce mmethinks I fee 

His fery Eyes with ſullen Pleaſures glow, 

Survey your Tortures, and inſult your Pangs ; 

I ſee him, ſmiling on the pleas'd {/mena, 

Point out with Scorn the once proud Tyrant Phea-a. 
Phed. Curſt be his Name! May Infamy attend him; 

May ſwift Deſtruction fall his Head, 

he moſt adores. 


R el 


He ſhall endure the Shame he means to give; 
And all the Torments which he heaps-on you, 
With juſt Revenge ſhall Thecus turn on him. 
Phed. Is't poſlible ? Oh Lycen / Ob my Refuge! 
Oh old Man ! Thou Oracle of Wiſdom ! 
the Means, that Pbædra may adore thee. 
Lyc. Accuſe him firſt. 
Pd. Oh Heav'ns! Accuſe the Guiltleſs ? 
Lyc. Then be accus'd ; let The/eus know your Crime, 
r 
oe triumph, and your Infant fall 
Shake off this idle Lethargy of Pity, 
With ready War prevent the invading Foe, 
Preſerve your Glory, and ſecure your Vengeance ; 
Pe yours the Fruit, Security, and Eaſe; . 


Phed. Heav'ns, Tb, comes ! 
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Eater Thelen. 


Loc. Db your » laſt Refolves. 
| Phed. Do you rele, or Phe ca do | 
: ' S164 33 [Exie Phiedra, 
2 4 * *1 
2 tr f 
Unite em all, then turn them on the For. 


The. Was that my Quorn,|zay Wile, my Idol Piss: 
Does injurious Heav'n ! 
again to Life ? 


— 
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Hands, and wat'ry Eyerto Hearn, 
blefs the boumeous Gods: At that dear Name 
ing Tempeſt of ber Gee, was m:; 
huſb'd, and Tears forgot ww flow. = 
mg Comfort to her Sorrow? 
wie lovely Mower : 


* Þ 4 
Theſ. Wrong'd | Is ſhe wrong'd'?: And hoer he yet who 


r bope, ſcauoe wiſh Rev | 
Gods? Shall this , renown'd' for / righteous: V 
OTE) OE TD EY” Coo oe eb OI 
Now fail? Now. faſt, when Phadra's idjur'd; fail? 
| hafie declare the ſecr et : OF , , , 
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Days are — 2 — 
precious ; 
By all your Love, by all her Sorrows, ſtay. 
Theſ. Where lies the Danger? Wherefore ſhould I 
? 


at. 
Lyc. Your ſudden Preſence wou'd ſurpriae her Soul, 
Renew the galling Image of her Wrongs, 
Revive her Sorrow, nation, Shame z  - 

And all your Son wou'd her from your Eyes. 

© Theſ. My Son? —— But he's too good, too brave to 


Surprizez. 

That Fright that ſeiz'd him at the Name of Phedra ? 
Lye. Was be furpriz'd? That ſhew'd at leaſt Remorſe ? 
_ Remorie ! For what? by Heav'ns wy troubled 

Ee. I wou'd not, —Yet I muſt. This you command ; 
. = 
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ho 


„ 


1 
— 


(244. 1 18 33 n 18 
170 1 1 


,, 
91 | 


his Sh - , 


& 4 2 1 


PnzprA ard HiryoLtTUs, 4 


* 
15 


11 


er 
15 


pe 


[44 


- : Theſ. Oh imp Monſter ! Oh forgive me, Phedra ! 
A —_ —— — — | 
rang oe. gs es Ganga of V 
That with new Pains wou'd wound her tender : 
Send him away from Crete, and by his Abſence 
Give Phodra iet: and afford him Mercy. 5 
Theſ. Merey l For what? Oh ! well has he rewarded 
To wrong ſuch Beauty, and inſuk ſach Goodneſs. 
Mercy ! What's that? A Virtue coin'd by Villains ; 
— nets Xe eroags 
3 ; 
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Pua aA wn] HrepoLtTos. 45 
None! Nong,'ye Pow'rs !. And muſt I groan beneath 5 
This execrable of foul Diſhonour ? 

Moſt Theſexs ſuffer ſuch unheard of Torture 


Theſens, my Father? No, II break thro? all ; 
All Oaths, all Vows, all * 


» may 
Show'r all their Ourſes on this wretched Head. 
Oh may they doom me! 
Theſ. Yes, the Gods will dow thee. 
The Sword, the Sword ! New fwear, and call to witneſs 
Heav'n, Hell, and Earth, I mark it not from ove, | 
That breathes beneath ſuch complicated Guilt. | 
Hip. Was that like Guilt, ** 
. b your ny Return ? 
Guilt ? When thus ſerene, 
With Eyes ett; and Vilare 'd, 
Fixt on that awful Face, , I fand the Charge ; | 
Amaz'd, not fearing : Say, if T am 
Where are the couſcious Looks, --/ -— OY 
Now fluſhing. red, the down-caft haggar'd Eyes, 
Or fixt on Earth, or ſlowly rais'd to catch . 
A fearful View, then ſank again with Horror ? 
T heſ. This is for raw, un unfniſh'd Villains. 
Thou in thy Bloom haſt 'reach'd th' abhorr'd Perfection: 


ö Thy even Looks cou'd wear a peaceful Calm, 


The beauteous Stamp, (oh Heav'ns?!) of faultleſs Virtue, 
While thy foul Heart contriv'd this horrid Deed. 


) Oh harden'd Fiend, can't ſuch tranſcending Crimes 


rn 
What no Remorſe ! No Qualms ! icking Pangs ! 
No feeble Struggle of reballing Honour ! * 
O 'twas thy Joy Thy ſecret Hoard of Blifs, 

To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in Thought; 

To doat, to-dwell on ; as r<oi Miſers 

Brood o'er their precious Stores of ſecret Gold. 
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Hip: Muſt I not ſpeak? Then 'fay A 
Why ar a Thi of Gly 


Why did this M dawn to my Diſhonour ? 


NR 
Enter Iſmena. 


Hear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd Honour, 
And his Life with Hazard of her own. 


Theſ. Tho' thou'rt the Daughter of my hated Foe, 


Tho? ev 'n thy Beauty's loathſome to ay Eyes, 
Yer Juſtice bids me hear thee. 


M. Thus 1 thank you. [ Kineel:. 
Then know, — his honeft Soul 
Cou'd neter be ſuny d by i impious Love to Pheadra, 


engag d his early Vows ; 
meg I Songing [cert ; 
For his Duty ſtruggl Love. 
72005 is this true? On thy Obedience, ſpeak. 
Hip. So charg'd, I own the dang'rous Truth; I own, 
Againſt her Will, 1 lov'd the fair M x.. 
75. Can'ſ thoa be outy dear'd by Diſobedience, 
And juftify'd by Crimes? — What! Love my Foc! 
Love one deſcerdes, from a Race of Tyrants. 


' Whoſe Blood yet reac: on my avenging Sword 


I'm curſ each Moment | delay thy Fate: 
Tails w9 the Shades, wn tl the happy Pail 


L - 


Hear Lord, e er fx his Doo : 
* 3 —— — 
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. and let him taſte ſuch Joys 
thou giv't me; go tell applauding Mina- 
pious Love you bore his er Phedra ; 
Tell it the,chatt'ring Ghoits, and biffing Furies, 
Tell it the grinning Fiends, till Hell ſound nothing 
To thy pleas'd Ears but Phedra and T/mena. 


Entcr Cratander. 
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Sorrows, 
find Hippalitus was guilileſs ! 
you know the Innocence.you doom'd, 
mourn your Son's unhappy Fate, 
you by the Love you bore me, 
(my Words will then prevail) 
y Sake forbear to touch your Life, 


Tr 
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Freſh in your Breaſt, but be my Woes forgot ; 

The Woes which Fate, and not my Father, wrought. 
Ou Let me dwell for ever in your Thoughts 
Let me be honour'd ſtill, but not deplor'd. 

e. Then thy chief Care is for thy Father's Liſe. 
Oh blooming Hypocritz ! Oh young Difſembler ! 
Well haſt thou ſhewn the Care thou tak'ſt of Th:/ca-. 
Oh all ye Gods ! How this eaflames my Fury! 

I ſcarce can hold my Rage ; my eager Hands 
Tremble to reach thee. Na, diſorour'd T4 /; 1: / 
Blot not thy Fame with ſuch a MonRer*s Blood. , 
Snatch him away. a5 

Hip. Lead on. Farewe), I/mera. 

. Oh! Take me with him, let me ſhare his Fate. 

Oh awful Teen! Yet revoke his Poom : 
See, Tee the very Miniſters of Death, © 
Tho' bred to Blood, yet ſhrink, and wiſh to ſave him. 


V5. 
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43 PnzprA end HriePoLITOUs. 
Im. Oh! Tear me, cut me, till my ſever'd Limbo 
Grow to my Lord, and ſhare the Pains he fuffers. 
The/. Villains away, | „ 
Nn. O Theſeus Hear me, hear me. 
Theſ. Away, nor taint me with thy loathſome Touch. 
— Say, ck fay! I'l ell you ll. 
, you I 
2 1 Ter Theſeus. 


'Th' untainted Winds refaſe th' infecting Load : 

And Fame itſelf is mute.——Nay, ev'n H, 

Thy own u, fworn to thy Deftruftion, 
But ftill, «vbateer the cruel Gods defign, 1 
. 8 3 
And be wvho dbom thy Death pronounces mne. 


The End of the Fourth AM. 


Pu pn A and Hrreourres. 


e thou Conleat w what ee! 
Was that Conſent ? O ſenſcleb Polititian !- 

fon rag d in my fireaft, iy 
Anger, Fear, Love, Sorrow, Guile, Deſpair 


wiſe fore-thinking, weighing 

Lye. Oh! "Dons & backs wy gen Tongue re- 
At its'own Sound, and Horror ſhook my Soul. 
Yet fill, tho' pi A with foch amazing Anguiſh, 
Such was my ſo much I lov'd my 
I broke thro” all, to fave the Life of P5 

Phed. What's Life? Oh all ye Gods ! Can Life atone 
For all the monſtrous Crimes by which *tis bought ? 
Or can I live ? When thou, oh Soul of Honour ! 
Oh early Hero ! By my Crimes art ruin d. 
ev'n now the Youth _ 


* With his lat Breath he curſes perjur'd Phedra : 
? He ſummons Phedra to the Bar of Minos; 
on? Thou too ſhalt there appear; to torture thee 


3 Whole Hell ſhall be employ'd, and ſuff ring Phedra 
| 2 to ſee thee ſtill more wretched. | 
Lyc. Oh all ye Pow'rs! Oh Phedra! Hear me, hear me, 

If Py all my Zeal, by all wy anxious Cares, 
Lye. By 


a ww. 4% 4 wc OOW 


What can this mean? So ferce a Deteſtation, | 
So ftrong Abberrence quifite Tormentor ! 
Was it 


And fly with 
And am | thus receiv! 


Phed. Oh! Were that all to which the Gods have 
__doom'd me; : 
But 
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very Sword, hi 
_ F'er this Time drench'd in his inceſtuous Heart, 
Has done thee Juſtice, and aveng'd the Crimes 
He us'd it to perform. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meff. Alas! my Lord, | 
E'er this the Prince is dead. faw Cratander 
Give him a Sword, I faw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and point it to his Breaſt, 


With 


PDA and HieroL1TUs. 53 
As one that fear d not Death, but ſcorn'd to die, 
And not in Battle ——A loud Clamour follow d; 


Phed. Is he then dead ? | 

Thef. Yes, yes, he's dead ; and dead by oy Command 

And in this dreadful Act of mournful Juſtice, 

I'm more renown'd than in my dear bought Laurels. 7 
or thou'rt renown'd indeed. ———O happy 

2 

Oh, only worthy of the Love of Phedra ! 

Halte then, let join our well-met Hands together; 

Nee . 1 

To ſhew a Fair 


Theſ. rn Ter what Fer what the World mutt | 
> RAY 


. l Higpalitat a V 
a Villain! p 
Oh, hens it Godlike Sire cou'd wiſh, 
The Pride of Theſexs, and the Hopes of Crete. 
Nor did the braveſt of his Godlike Race 


Phedra; 


12 
In all the wild IAE 

Cou'dft thou not fee it in the noble Warmth 

That 1 d the daring Youth to Act of Honour ? 
Cou'dft not find it in the gen'rous Truth, 
Which ſpark1'd in his Eyes, and open'd in his Face? 
Cou dſt not it in the chaſte Reſerve ? 
83 each Godlike Ack, 


* 
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of Woes thy Arts have plang'd we! | 
757 2 * mak chanden's 
d Lycen ? 


ſhou'd atone for thine : 
'n now I fall a Viftim to thy Wrongsz=— 
'n now a fatal Draught works out my Soul; 

* _- V - . 


Theſ. Hes thou eſcap'd my Wrath ? Yet, 
| thee I'll empty all my board of V 
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pw, now ſhe drags me to the Bar of Mines. 
3 ; 
dc a bones Difinay * 3 
Eyes, 3 


eee 


e , 

« I'll obey —— Live 

hen to the Wary ; und #3 the Corphantine, 5 | 
Styclds, and braying Trumpets drown'd = 

Cries ae e Conſcience, | 

nd Nature's Man in the din of Arms. = 5 

t what are Au to'me? Is be not dead 

or whom I fought ? For whom my hoary A ge Is" 

Blow d with the boiling Heat of Yourh 5 Battle F — 


v » 


ow then to'drag = wreithed Life 
endleſs round of falt returning Woes, = 
nd aff the 99.07 Ara hengyeeb 


r Torment's — Theectare © OY = t 
do Juſtice on thive#f, and live; a 
8 e = 


e above all moſt infinitely wretched, 
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Was it for me the'd die? O heav'nly 
See, fee thy own Hippolitus, who lives. 


Im. Hippolitas! 
dead ? Is this 1 
? 


I bla 


To live for ever in u Arms. | oth 
Le. hear'nly Pair, and with your darling Vines, 


Innocence and Love, 


For all my Pains, 3.4 all the 
her Since twas to them I owe divine 
To them I owe the dear Conſent of Theſeus. 
Yet there's a Pain lies heavy on m Heart ; 
For the diſafirow Fate of hapleſs — 
Theſ. Deep was her Anguiſh, for the Wrongs ſhe did 


She choſe to die, and in ber Death deplor's 
Your Fate, and not her own. mw” 

| Hep. I've heard it all. 

MM O! had not Paſſion ſully'd her Renown, 


OY, N * 
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Pr an BA awd \Hirpoiiruy. 
eier on, Earth had ſhone with equal Luſtre! 
glorious liv'd, or ſo lamented dy'd, _. 
Her Faults were only Faults of raging 
—— Wy 11 | 

Uahappy dan bs 1.7 
Was there no other Way, ye pitying Pow'rs, 
No other Way to crown Jaezs's Love? _ 


So 


Then muſt I ever mourn ber cruel Fate, f 

. And in the Midt of my trivinphant Joy, | 
Erv'n in my Hero's Arms confels forme Sorrow. 

The. O tender Maid! forbear with J-tim'd Grief, 

. 
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